TOINETTE is PRESENTED AT COURT
Court, seething with ill-suppressed whispers and sniggers of
contempt, was crowded into the beautiful reception rooms to
watch this extraordinary scene. The atmosphere was electric
with unspoken malevolence. Quizzing glasses were raised on
all sides. At length the princesse de Conti broke through the
throng. She was covered in diamonds. Behind her walked the
beautiful and exquisitely poised marquise de Pompadour.
First she was presented to the King, who looked extremely
uncomfortable. Then she was taken to the Queen's salon. Not
a whisper could be heard as all ears were strained to catch the
conversation which everybody had determined beforehand
should be coldly formal. When Toinette looked up at the
Queen in her last curtsey, instead of finding, as she had feared,
a face of angry scorn, she was much taken aback by the unut-
terably kind glance of the resigned blue eyes, the bitter-sweet
smile, the graciousness of this faded woman. Toinette lost a
little of her composure, for as she was taking off one of her
gloves before touching the bottom of the Queen's dress, she
broke a bracelet and it fell on the carpet. She was further dis-
armed when the Queen enquired kindly about some well-
bom connection of her husband's. Toinette looked up and
said in a voice husky with emotion:

'Madame, I burn with a passion to please you.5
The Dauphin, however, when it came to his turn to give
the accolade, stuck out his tongue at her, just as he had done
at a fancy-dress ball given for the duchesse de Chateauroux.
(The King heard of this and sent him to Meudon in disgrace.)